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The ADDRESS, which was ſpoke by Mr. BROOKES, at 
the Theatre-Royal in this City, on Wedneſday laſt, 


ITE worn-out Covnszs, who with willing ſpeed, 
Thro' many a year has ta'en the foremoſt lead, 
Follow'd the pack o'er hill, and long ftretch'd heath, 
And very ſeldom abſent at a death; 
With ſeeming pleaſure anſwer'd to the thong, 
If hunted—rode—or drew the chaiſe along; 
Nor ever ſeem'd to take thetaſk a trouble, 
If Miss with Jon x ſhould chuſe to ride him double; 
When Age, or Lameneſs render him no more 
Fit for the ſervice, which he was before; 
His grateful Maſter turns him out to graſs, 
At eaſe the remnant of his life to paſs; 
But ſhould the Groom ſome ſnorting Colt to take, 
With Corn delufive give th' alluring ſhake, 
Old Cxor pricks up his ears, and longs to taſte 
The Food, of which he made full many a feaſt ; 
Then to the ſeive with eager ſpeed he goes, 
And with the reſt thruſts in his rev'rend noſe, 
E'tn $80 am I—ho more than half an age, 
Have been the very Pack Harſe of this Stage; 
Trotted along the tragie, comic road, 
And often bent beneath Jacx FALSTATr's load, 
With FATE Dominicy and ſimple Hop Gx, 
And honeſt Col L Ix ha' been forc'd ta“ trudge : 
But now, oppreſs'd by miſery, and cares, 
Bending beneath the weight of Seventy Years; 
Whilſt dire affliction with its keen-edg'd knife, 
Had nearly cut the quivering cords of life ; 
Tho' my kind Mas TER, with a grateful will, 
Grants me my long, my old Proviſion ſtill, 
Yet whilſt the Town indulgently repair, 
To pay the Offerings to their Favourites here, 
Or Jonx, like tumbling CRor, once more pretends 
To taſte that Corn—the bounty of his friends. 
Who but the Aged know what age requires, 
To cheer the ſoul, and fan expiring fires? 
But coupled to the pangs of keen diſeaſe, 
A thouſand little wants inceſſant teaſe ; 
And who ſo free from Life's perplexing ills, 
But knows—the dreaded length of Doctor's Bills! 
Hete then I'll ceaſe my weaken' d limbs require, 
And prompt me now to finiſh—and retire 
Retire ! perhaps for ever from the ſight 
Of thoſe, whoſe ſmiles have been my firſt delight. 
FarxEwELL !—from this weak boſom Death alone ſhall tear, 
The grateful Feelings you've implanted there. | 
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